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The girl who had aroused in him so much interest

would most likely leave the train at X and pass

forever out of his life. There was only one

thing to do, find some way of holding a conversa-

tion with her. It was useless to look around for

some one who could give him an introduction,,

for everyone on the car was a stranger to him.

Besides, time was limited.

"Over the top," said Fred at last, and he walk-

ed down to the fateful seat. What wonderful

luck ! The stout old lady had gone off, leaving

the bewitching young person all alone. Now a

young mart' who has gained the D. S. C. for cap-

turing, single-handed, a machine gun nest gxiarded

by a squad of Germans, must certainly be chock-

full of courage and resourcefulness. Fred had
plenty of nerve all right, and moreover he was
a shrewd opportunist. Conventionality always

had been a mere matter of expediency to this

young Westerner. Without further advertising,

he sat down in the vacant space.

Venturing an opening remark he began hope-

fully, "Was that your mother whom I saw sitting

with you.f"" The young lady was looking out of

the window, and without turning she answered,

"Auntie has gone up a few seats ahead to speak

to an acquaintance. She will return in a few

minutes, so I advise you to leave this seat im-

mediately."

"Oh, its auntie, is it," said Fred. "Pardon my
boldness, but I couldn't help noticing some sort

of family resemblance." Gaining more confi-

dence, he continued, "I think you are fortunate

to have some one whom you know to talk with.

Here I am, away from home for two years, and
I liaven't met anyone I know between here and
Berlin."

The girl turned her laughing blue eyes full on

him. "Poor boy," she mocked, "are you feeling

lonesome.''" Then in severer tone, "What right

have you, a stranger, to impose yourself on a de-

fenceless woman. I see you are an army officer.

Evidently, you think you can do anything you
please."

This was exactly what Fred wanted, a chance

to vindicate his position, and thereby further his

acquaintance with this desirable young lady.

Modestly, but yet truthfully, the erstwwhile hero

recounted liis history. He had no intention to

deceive but he rather wished to counter-balance

any wrong impressions the young woman might

have formed of his character, by showing the

honesty of his motives, as mirrored in his clean

record.

It did not take long for him to set himself

aright. Fred had the potent advantage of a fine

personal appearance, well calculated to make a

favorable impression in feminine quarters. Ere

long they were on better terms., Fred, who was
now completely enamoured of his charming new
acquaintance, went the limit to make himself

agreeable. He told her his name, of his home
on the Missouri farm, of his prospects and ambi-

tions. The girl on her part, while none the less

disposed to be friendly, showed more reserve in

regard to her personal affairs. The only informa-

tion he could obtain from his eager questioning,

was that she lived in the city of X and taught

school there.

They talked for nearly an hour in this fashion

when the conductor came through, announcing
the arrival at X. Fred saw auntie hurrying back
and he deemed it advisable to withdraw for the

present. He hovered close by watching their

preparations for departure. As they went out

of the train he followed, taking hold of tlie satchel

the girl was carrying. "We have only a moment
left," he said, "Please tell me where you live."

"Hush, don't speak so loud," was her tantaliz-

ing answer, "Auntie thinks you are a porter."

He made a grimace, "I hope she doesn't try to

tip me. Ah, now's your chance. She's hailing

a taxi. If you don't tell me where you live, I'll

follow you up in another taxi."

"I dare you to," she said.

The train blew a warning whistle, and Fred
began to get desperate. "All my valuables are

on that train," he said, "but I would rather lose

them, than lose you."

"You persistent man. Here!" She thrust a

perfumed little visiting card into his hand as

she stepped into the taxi.

Fred held the door of the taxi open and un-

mindfully of a scandalized Auntie called out

gleefully, "I will call at your house tomorrow
afternoon, and take you out to supper. Don't
forget now." He had to run hard to catch the

moving train and as he swung onto the last car,

he fancied he could see a pair of blue eyes laugh-

ing at him through the window of a flying taxi.

Fred pondered over the name and address on
the card, "Miss Hazel Mawn, Paymor Apart-

ments." The name sounded strangely familiar

to him. And. as for Hazel herself, she wasn't

exactly the girl of his dreams, for he never had
dreamed of girls? until now; but somewhere,
probably in his former existence in life, if he ever

had a previous existence, she had been his love.


